everyone there loves it but none of us could tell you why. we just know there's nothing 
else like it. 

he winks, smirks and dances around like a drugged-out raver, but he knows exactly 
what he's doing, there's no other man that i can think of of whom i am in such awe. all 
i, and many others, feel for him is reverence, we don't want to pressure him, we want 
him to be happy, we hope he's okay. 

johnny does the old-school-jimi-style guitar solo so very well, he makes love to the 
guitar, fucks the shit out of it, more like it. 

they are playing the machines, the machines don't control them, they are their 
puppets, their instruments, they are creating this live, by hand, they can manipulate 20 
different pieces of equipment at once, and make them sound out in harmony. 

the machines don't control us, they say. we are their 
blood, we let them exist, never forget that, they say. 
we think we understand. 


